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In squabbling conclave or intriguing caucus.
And thou mayst even have snatched, in some remoter
spot.
Like a sea4ion couchant in stalactite grot,,
A fleeting glimpse of Glaucus.
But fitly to rehearse
And with full circumstance unfold each miracle
Were difficult in this exacting verse                           60
And far too long a task for measures lyrical.
Nay, it would need thy master's happy skill,
And a fifth Georgic fill,
In some such playful-epic vein
And in such human image to describe
With grandiose-tender strain
The wondrous commune of the penguin tribe.
The civil code which they from birth imbibe,
Their ritual, fasts, and games,
" A world in little, yet a vision rare,"                       70
Their hymeneal bliss, which our own conduct shames,
Their inexhaustible parental care,
And all the complex laws of their small lives,
His were the mind most proper to declare
Who voiced the marvels of our humble hives,
And the minute society of bees laid bare.
All Nature's works he saw
With wonder, love, and awe,
And might have used his humour mixed with pity
To illuminate and draw                                             80
The charm and pathos of that Polar city,
And those quaint colonists of ice and wave,
Who, in a world with circling perils rife,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